to see what would happen. It was a fine day, and I gazed up at
the slip of white sky above the houses opposite, and expected
something to appear in it. God would certainly exhibit his
anger in some terrible form, and would chastise my impious
and wilful action. I was very much alarmed, but still more
excited; I breathed the high, sharp air of defiance. But nothing
happened; there was not a cloud in the sky, not an unusual
sound in the street. Presently I was quite sure that nothing
would happen. I had committed idolatry, flagrantly and
deliberately, and God did not care.

The result of this ridiculous act was not to make me question
the existence and power of God; those were forces which I did
not dream of ignoring. But what it did was to lessen still
further my confidence in my Father's knowledge of the Divine
mind. My Father had said, positively, that if I worshipped a
thing made of wood, God would manifest his anger. I had then
worshipped a chair, made (or partly made) of wood, and God
had made no sign whatever. My Father, therefore, was not
really acquainted with the Divine practice in cases of idolatry.
And with that, dismissing the subject, I dived again into the
unplumbed depths of the Penny Cyclopaedia.18